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W hole Grave pretcrives the beſt ?—a Friend's and yet, r 
From a Friend's Grave how ſoon we diſengage ! 

Ev'n to the dearęſt as his Marble cold. 

Why are Friends raviſh'd from us ? "Tis to bind, 

By ſoft Affection's Tyes, on human Hearts, 

The Thought of Death, which Reaſon too ſupine, 

Or miſemploy'd, fo rarely faſtens zhere., YoUNG., 
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TO THE 


P U | L I C. 


As the following Piece is the haſty production of a few moments leiſure 
from the avacations of a hurrying buſineſs, and not written by one who 
could allow much time for the arrangement of proper ideas, ſentiment 


and inference ;—as the Author has likewiſe the very powerful pleas of 


youth and inexperience on bis fide, be flatters himſelf that, if he meets 


not with the wiſhed-for approbation of critical minds, they will generouſly 
qualify their cenſure upon thoſe accounts. 


When he firſt undertook the performance of theſe REFLECTIONS, they 
were intended merely as rational and inſtructive amuſements : He has 


attempted to delineate ſome characters from fancy, but with what degree 
of propriety, muſt be ſubmitted to the candid Reader. 


The Author flatters himſelf, that the indulgence ſo frequently extended 
by @ generous Public to the firſt effort of an infant Muſe, will be bis 


a 


preſent 


preſent portion; and if he is cheriſhed by their applauſe, or inſtrufted by 
candid criticiſm, he may perhaps attempt an higher flight, and produce 


ſomething more perfect, and much more worthy of their patronage. 


The Author has taken the liberty of occaſionally adding half a foot to 


the meaſure, and in ſome few places of curtailing it. As his motive for 


fo doing was, by varying the tone to reheve the ear, be flatters himſelf 


Be ſhall eſcape the cenſure of judicious Readers. 


REFLEC- 


8 4k . 
2 * . > 2 WY - 
© OT. Raw, OR 4 
bh 2 


1 W * _ das. 4 
PPP 


R T 6 


8 


6 ak k 


fie 0008 0080 1087 0009 $08400900008 £800 0098 2088 0000 MRRQOOOO 800 0004 0099 2094 e900 42s 


D EATH, grizzly tyrant, from the lotty tow'r 
Proclaims another triumph :—diſmal, deep, 

The tolling ſtrokes reſound the doleful doom 

Of fair Caliſta, fall'n beneath his lance. 


How gloomy is this ſpot the Cypre/5 T. ree, 
Sacred to ſorrow, thrives on this ſad ſoil ; 
The baleful New extends her dark-green boughs, 
Shadowing the ſhade of death: here man may weep, 
May fit and ſigh, and mourn the dear departed, 
And recollect his former happy hours, 8 8 
And wiſh they'd laſted longer. —Here beneath, 
To duſt conſign'd, all of Fidelia mortal 
To the dark chambers of the grave convey'd, 
In quiet ſleeps—the cold clay reſts in peace 

B 


No 


LAY 


No more aſſiduous ſhall ſhe tend her ſpouſe, 

Or nurſe her tender offspring on her knee : 

No more behold the eye of modeſt want 

Pouring its bleſſings on her: ſound ſhe ſleeps, 

Nor hears the praiſes that the poor beſtow, 

Nor knows what anguiſh rends her huſband's heart. 


Oh turn, mine eyes, oh turn, nor view the place, 
Where pompous epitaph, and blazon'd ſtone, 
Falſely declare the virtues of the dead : 

Can high rank ſoften Suicide; that crime 

Of damning dye, admitting no repentance ? 
Then may the gatter'd peer heroic ruſh 
Undaunted to the preſence of his Maker, 
Boldly declaring, he will live no longer.— 
But let me ſtop him in his mad career, 

Call with the voice of Pity and Religion, | 
« Oh ſpare thyſelf, raſh man! down with that knife, 
Thoſe murd'rous piſtols part with. 

Let God fave thee—let thy Maker ſnatch thee 
E'en as a burning brand from off the fire 


© Diſtreſs lies heavy on thee' well, I grant it; 


But he who puniſhes can alſo pardon: 
Thy fins drew down the ſentence; but forſake them, 
Sunſhine eternal ſoon ſhall dawn upon thee. 
Wilt thou prevent the mercy that thy God 
Perhaps reſerveth for thee ?—oh beware, 
Leſt vengeance everlaſting may await thee! 
Are thy pangs numerous, thy pleaſures fled, 
my 
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No future proſpe& opening - truſt to God. 
Doth not the day-light's riſe from night's domain 
Diurnal leſſons teach us? or on earth 

Should ſolid ſatisfaction never ſpring, 

Yet ſhort is our abode, our tarrying here; 
Ere many ſuns revolve, or moons may wane, 
We and our ſorrows may be ſever'd far. 
Then let cool contemplation ſtill preſide ; 
Then let us meditate our dying day, 

And think on what may follow—patient wait 


The ſolemn hour appointed by our God, 
Who lives, who reigns, who orders what is right.” 


Beneath theſe oſier twigs, this humble bar, 
That only telle the name, and when he died, 
There lies an honeſt man, who when alive 


Was but a peaſant poor; but ſuch a one, 


As coronets might bow to: yes, my friend, 
Thy character ſtill lives, tho' thou art fled ; 

Thy memory is dear; and oft the parent fond, 
With looks paternal, to his darling boy 

Says, „Live as William liv'd; let my grey hairs 
Go to the grave in peace; live as he liv'd, 

« And my laſt breath ſhall bleſs thee: be like him, 
True to thy King, thy Country and thy God. 
5 And, ſhould'ſt thou marry, follow his example; 
Seek not for beauty, but for ſolid ſenſe: 

6 And chuſe a wife that, if misfortunes happen, 
« Will readily aſſiſt thee; nor will ſcorn 
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An humble office, if it cheers her huſband. 

Twice twenty years he liv'd in nuptial bliſs, 

And no contention in his cot was known, 

© But which ſhould work the hardeſt; heav'n ſmil'd, 
e Men prais'd, and all who knew careſs'd them.” 


A 


ce 


From thund'ring cannons roar, from fighting fields, 
Where Britain's honour call'd him, now releas'd 
Here lies the brave Laertes :—he no more 
Unſheaths the ſhining ſword, nor &'er beholds 
The Gallic ſquadrons fly; nor Minden's plains, 
Where England's phalanx fought for fame eternal, 
Shall he review again—nor mount the breach, 
Fearleſs of tott'ring turrets, or the mines 
Pregnant with death immediate: yet above, 

Ev'n in the Book of Life, it is recorded, 

He fought the fight of faith ; and he ſhall hear 
The trumpet's voice again; the trump of God, 
By Michael ſounded, ſhall pervade his ear, 
Calling to victory, to triumph high, 

Jo conqueſt final over death and hell. 


What ſweet ſimplicity and pow'rful truth 
This epitaph contains !—It is a leſſon, 
E'en to the deep theologiſt; to thoſe 
Who dwell beneath the night of darkneſs drear, 
A comprehenſive treaſure, great and glorious. 
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© Whofo him bethoft, 

« Inwardly and oft, 

« How hard it were to flit, 

« From bed into the pit, 

* From pit unto pain, 

« Neer to return again, 

« He would not do one fin, 

The whole world for to win.” (1582,) 


Oh would to heav'n all epitaphs like this 
Taught ſuch divine inſtruction! but, alas, 
How oft is doggrel rhyme and halting verſe, 
Senſe much deficient, ſentiments unfit, 
Perhaps an idle pun, or ill-tim'd jeſt, 
Plac'd o'er the aſhes of the ſacred dead ? 


From Alpine heights, and Pyrenean nous, 
From years of travel, toil, and vaſt expence, 
To purchaſe pictures, bring a relique home, 
Obtain an Ozho, toaſt a Courtezan, 

Lo Curio returns! What has he gain'd? 
His ſtock of knowledge ſure is much encreas'd, 
His ſingle talent muſt be render'd ten; 
Oh ten times ten; for Curio could tell | 
How many gallies had the Genoeſ? ; 
Could ſpeak of Venice, and the wond'rous ſtate 
With which the Doge eſpous'd the Adrian ſea: 
Loretto's fables hun g upon his tongue Ju 
Veſuvius burning mount full well he knew; 
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He brought ſome Lava home, and much he fear'd 
That Napies ſome day might lament, too late, 
Its fad vicinity. Rome's vaſt ruins, 

The Amphitheatre, the Pillar high, 

That Trajan had erected; they were great 
The Baths of Baie, ſweet Campagnia's Vale, 
The poliſh'd manners of Talia's ſons, 

Their ſplendid palaces, their ſumptuous feaſts, 
How oft would he declare in rapt'rous tone ! 

Yet knew he nought of Szow's elyſian ſcenes Ton 
He'd heard, perhaps, of Blenheim or of Wilton, 


Of Chatſworth, Hampton, or of Windſor's tow'r, 
But never had beheld them. Srowdon's top, 


Hoary with froſt, his eyes had never ſeen. 

The cavern'd wonders of the Derby Peak 

But by report he knew ;——and what's St. Paulis, 
Oppos'd to Peter's moſt ſtupendous dome; 

Or Thames compar'd with Tyber's famous ſtream ? 
Forbear, my Mule, oh whither am I borne! 
Why thus on flutt'ring wing excurſive range, 
And ſatirize the dead? In Curio grave 

Be all his foibles bury'd and forgotten : 

And who am I that cenſure? am I free 

From partial prejudices, trivial aims ? 


The conſcious bluſh that clothes my cheek with ſhame, | 


Declares I am not; none of Adam's ſons 
Were ever quite exempt from vain purſuits. 
The beſt commit ſome errors; candour oft 
Should fit in Juſtice' ſeat and poiſe. the ſcales; 
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And frail humanity ſhould always view 

With pity's full-fraught eye. At thy miſtakes, 
Oh Curio, 1 have look'd through mediums falſe, 
Which magnified all obje&ts.—Lo, I turn, 

And a bright Nymph, all clad in rayment white, 
Celeſtial Charity, appears, before me, 

And holds a mirror, which had I beheld 

Ere thus I wrote, ſuch gall had never flow'd 


In dingy ſtreams from this polluted pen. 
I ſee thy virtues : hark! yon widow's voice, 
In plaintive, pleaſing, unaffected ſounds, 
Says, Debt and danger ſought my humble ant, 
Till Curio reliev'd me from the depth 
© Of deep diſtreſs he ſnatch'd my babe and me; 


« Say'd us from ſhame—yes, from the pariſh ſay'd 
cc Thoſe who will ever venerate his name. 


Here lieth One, on whom the hand of heay'n 

Lay heavy many years: Marcus ſleeps ; 

The ſurging floods of ſorrow daſh no more 
Againſt his moon-/tiruck mind. Oh what a loſs, 
4 Aloſs unſpeakable, is that of reaſon! 

. Oft have I ſeen him, with his optics fix'd, 

4 Staring at vacancy :——have heard him rage 
Fierce as a dæmon—how his eye-balls roll'd ! 
# He clank'd his chains, and deſp'rate gnaſh'd his teeth, 
{ Chewing the cud of bitterneſs : I've ſeen him ſhed 
F Tears might have ſoften'd marble, or the hearts 
Harder than adamant (if hearts they had) 
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l 
Who drove him to the precipice of ruin. 
I've known him laugh ſo loud, that thoſe who heard 
Laugh'd not for hours after: he would chaunt 
Anon a ditty wild, and now a pſalm; 
Then fall in converſation with himſelf, 
Telling himſelf a ſecret “ huſh!” faid he, 
« Let no one hear me Tom, thou art not mad 
*« Hark! the hounds cry, and hear the ecchoing horn 
« A horſe, a horſe, my kingdom for a horſe! —— 
„ Who ſaid I was a lyar ? bring him here, 
My dignity's inſulted - where's my wife 
I fain would ſee my father; I forgive him: 
« A King's word ſeals his pardon— 
« His head is white hat colour is his heart 
« My eyes are dim with age; I cannot ſee.— 
« Look, look, look, look, how pale he ſtands before me |— 
&« I pity and I pardon—take him hence.” 


Marcus I can no more; my heart's too full; 

Thy head is ſettled now ; of the cold grave b 
Fathers nor Uncle; could not difinhertt ; 

T heir cruelty purſu'd thee even thither, 

But there their power flopp'd—And as thy faults, 
Scann'd by impartial minds, venial appear'd, 

And as thy puniſhment was ſo ſevere, 

I truſt felicity in full proportion 

Awaited thy arrival on the coaſts, 


The happy colony where peace preſides. 


n 
* . 


Here 


1 


Here my Philander lies; how oft traduc'd! 
A niggard miſer call'd, a very wretch 
Who ſinn'd againſt himſelf, and taſted not 
The bounties heav'n beſtow'd.—I knew it falſe, 
Tho' the world knew it not.— Ves, in a ſphere 
Somewhat confin'd he liv'd, but 'twas to make 
His pow'r of bleſſing greater. No Phariſaic blaſt 
To men proclaim'd the gen'rous benefaQtor : 


When priſons loſt their tenants, wond'ring debters 
To families reſtor'd, have vainly ſought 
To find and bleſs the man who ſet them free. 


Were countries flooded, was the farmer ruin'd, 


His wife and babes obſervant of his eye, 

Which ſpoke diſtreſs unutterable—was his lord 
Still rigidly ſevere; did he exact 

The rental full, nor grant ſome ſmall indulgence, 
Swift as an angel from the heav'nly hills 
Philander heard and ſav'd them, yet by means 


They ne'r could trace, by ways they ne'er could fathom. 


——Living, I lov'd thee—dead, I'll do thee juſtice ! 
Yes, my Philander, I have known thee riſe 

Ere the lark left her neſt, to gain by toil 

A fortune equal to thy noble heart : 

The blind, the lame, the lunatic, the ideot, 

Have of thy purſe partaken ; yet the hand 


Was ſtill conceal'd from whence the bounty flow'd ;— 


No candidate for praiſe but that of God's; 

No vain ſollicitor of man's applauſe, 

Thou paſs'd through life, tranquil, yet not beloy'd, 
8 


Becauſe 


1 
Becauſe too little known : I knew thee well, 
And deeply feel the loſs of my Philander. 
Yet thou art gone to him, who left a bleſſing 
On thoſe who cloath'd the poor, the hungry fed. 
Misjudging men ſhall never more arraign thee ; 
Thy ſky is all ſerene — thy golden harp 
In harmony hymns high redeeming love. 


How ſoon, Amator, haſt thou run thy race! 
How ſoon thy courſe compleated !——let me ſee, 


Scarce twenty-one thy age—yet here thou art, 


A hapleſs victim to Cleora's eyes. How oft at morn 


Aloug the willow walk I've ſeen thee ſtray, 
With arms enfolded and dejected mien; 
Or by the fractur'd abbey's ivy walls 
Pacing with ſad ſolemnity I once beheld 
Health ſmiling on thy brows; yes, roſeate health 
Once beautify'd thy cheeks. Alas! how pale, 
Alas, now pale in death! With ſprightly wit, 
Refin'd from groſs alloy. I knew thee ſet 
The table on a roar :—now thou art mute ; 
No ſpeech nor language in the grave is heard, 
But ſolemn ſilence reigns for ever there.— 
Oh pow'rful love, how wide thy influence ſpreads ; 
How ſtrong thy chains, how abſolute thy ſway !— 
Amator deeply felt them, tho' endu'd 
With ev'ry grace to pleaſe the female heart : 
Of figure elegant, of ſolid ſenſe, 
Could ſweetly ſing, or vivify the flute; 

2 


His 


* 

CES 
24 
75 
— 
* 

»; 


4 

I 

'% 
5 
0 


1 


His temper chearful, and his manners mild; 
Large his domain, a father to the poor; 

Vet though Cleora lov'd him, twas her pride 
To have a train of lovers at her nod; 

To ſwell her triumphs, and encreaſe her ſlaves, 
So to become re envy of her ſex, 


Of ours the admiration, 
Oh ſimple, ſimple maid, thy cruel ſhafts 
Have ſlain a faithful youth, have kill'd the man 
Who might have made thee happy. Was it kind, 
With anſwer cool, a negligence affected, 
An haughty air, or a diſdainful look, 
To treat the ſwain who lov'd thee? Ere his death, 
Was not his face with anguiſh furrow'd deep, 
Thou his phyſician, and thou would not cure ? 
Oh cruel maid I- but why do I addreſs thee ? 
Yon grave contains thy clay-cold lovely limbs, 
Yon grave contains Cleora. 
Fallen are thy lofty looks, thy beauty fled; 
Where are thy vaſſals, what thy conqueſts now? 
Thy vaſſals are no more—thy brilliant eye 
Darts not deſtruction now—'tis dim in death : 
Thy ear is deaf to muſic and to love; 
Thy charming voice chaunts not its much-loy'd lay ; 
Thy lily arm—thy ſymmetry divine 
Commands no lovers now :—and at the ball, 
Who now ſhall lead the dance? or who attract, 
With graceful elegance and native eaſe, 

The 


( 12 1 
The admiration of obſequious beaus ? 
Who from the ſtage-box, fluſh'd with conſcious charms 
Shall call the eyes of hundreds to behold 
A demi-goddeſs in her ſplendid dreſs ? | 
How ſhort thy reign, thou Fair One, Queen of Smiles, 
Of winning arts, and ev'ry pleaſing pow'r 
T' inſult the dead I ſcorn : yet, yet Cleora, 
Thy conduct call'd for cenſure ge the fair, 
The blooming daughters of Britannia's Iſle, 
By thy example taught to be ſincere ; 
And place ſome value on an honeſt heart. 
For ſay, what real pleaſure can they find 
In tort'ring thoſe they love? The triumph's mean 
Said I a triumph ? I recal that word; 
Tis a diſgrace to honour and the ſex ! 
But delicacy here reſtrains my pen; 
The Britiſh ladies are not like Cleora. 


| Horſes and hounds forgotten, ſix feet deep 
Supine the Squire dwells.; although his grave 

Old Ringwood circuits oft, and tears the earth, 
And loudly mourns his maſter ; in the field 

Who equall'd Lumpkin's ſkill? —for what's a gate, 
Or what a quickſet hedge, or riv'let broad? 
Nothing to daring ſpirits, fiery ſteeds, 

Chear'd by th' inſpiring horn, and full-mouth'd hounds : 
Glorious the conqueſt's o'er a timid hare! 

Or over hedge and ditch, through ev'ry brake, 
Then panting, gain the mountain's ſteepy brow, 


l 
And plunge into the vale; to trace the fox, 
Whoſe cunning oft deceives them. 


Such ſports as theſe give pleaſure unto ſome ; 
Such ſports as theſe I eyer will avoid. 


What, can the goiit of Calipaſb be loſt? 
Can that of Callipee be quite forgot? 
Yes, they may be forgotten ; for behold, 
Paſties and haunches, ice-creams and ragouts, 
With all the ſuperfluities of taſte, 
Interr'd within this hollow ſpace of earth, - 
Sleep with their maſter, Somnus : And can man, 
Whoſe mind immortal ſoars beyond the moon, 
Beyond the ſun, and planetary ſphere, 
Whoſe mind can riſe to Contemplation's height, 
Deſcend ſo low, as to permit his taſte 
To banquet here, and wiſh for nothing more ? 
Sure 'tis not ſo——Somnus has been traduc'd ; 
In error's miſts, and a miſtaken path, 
I muſt have been bewilder'd ; meats and drinks 
Were given by great JEHovaAn, to ſuſtain, . 
To nouriſh and ſupport the human frame ; 
But order is inverted, when excels . 
Poiſons the palate, and deſtroys the brain. 
Is Port too vulgar? Be it Claret then; 
Or rich Burgundia's wine, or richer Sack; 
Or let it be Madeira grateful grape, 
By voyages improv'd; twice ten years old, 


Not Ne#ar's more divine! Sleep, Samnus, ſleep, 


E 


I mean 
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I mean not to diſturb thy long repoſe : 
'The water taken from a fmple rill, 
With plain brown bread, one diſh, one chearful glaſs, 
Can fatisfy the humble, humble ſwain, 
That walks thy tomb-ſtone now. 


Need I, Matilda, wiſh to thy remains, 
Or what in brighter worlds exiſting ſhines, 
Peace, or a bleſſing? no, I will not wrong thee. 
He who beheld thee trav'ling through this vale, 
This vale of tribulation and of tears, 
'Till ninety years had cloath'd thy head with favs, 
Never forgot nor ever did forſake thee : 
Then reſt thy hoary honours, till the morn 
Of vaſt Eternity ſhall. deck the ſkies— 
When thou ſhalt riſe again reſtor'd to youth, 
To meet thy Maker, and thy Saviour hail. 


Faſt flow my ſorrows when I view the grave 
Where Florio ſleeps in death :—Unhappy youth! 
Could not the precepts taught thee by thy father, 
Could not the thoughts of a fond mother's tears, 
Reſtrain the fire of youth, and call thee back 
From what is falſely, oh moſt falſely, call'd 
The vindication of inſulted honour ? + 5 
Oh ſheath yon glitt ring ſteel I ſee it now 
I view the thruſt—behold the boſom bare 


Defying heav'n and man Il ſee thee pale, 


I ſee thee fall to earth, a mangled corpſe ;— 
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O'er thy ſlain body thy opponent ſtands, 
Dejected, tho' triumphant! In his heart 
A dagger's fix d he never can extract :— 
And what's the mighty cauſe, that thus with ſwords 
Ye ſought each other's lives? A word, a word, 
Only one raſh one and about a woman / 
Oh from what trifles ſpring the greateſt rife ; 
Miſchiefs unnumber'd from the ſlighteſt cauſe ! 
Man againſt man, one kingdom gainſt another; 
And all from miſconception.— Had but thou 
Oh ill-ſtarr'd boy ! whoſe fate I now lament, 
Poſſeſs d the prudence to explain the cauſe, 
And riſe ſuperior to the vulgar ſenſe, 
This day thou might'ſt have liv'd thy country's pride, 
Afforded pleaſure to thy many friends, 
Diſplay'd thy ſocial virtues all around, 
And to poſterity conſign'd thy name 
With honour everlaſting :=— 
But yielding raſhly unto paſſion's call, 
Thou ſought the fatal field. — Accurs'd be him, 
Oh be his mem'ry ever ſtigmatiz'd, 
Who introduc'd this horrid Gothic crime, 
And ſet example unto future times 
To maſſacre each other. 
Am I ſevere ? it cannot, cannot be; 
I ſhudder but to think; what then to act; 
To ſend a foul into perdition dire; 
To ſend it trembling to a dread account, 
And that account be given to its Goo! 
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Draw, 


Florio, I hope all, all is happy with thee! 
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Draw, draw the curtain—I would fee no more. 
Here lay thy aſhes, Florio, but thy foul, 
Oh whither is it fled? God only knows. 


But ſee, Caliſtas funeral appears! 
Dare I believe mine eyes and is it thus 
I ſee her body borne !——her father where? 
The many mourners where? —Alas | I fear 
In ſilence fad they fit, and oft th' ideas 
Of modeſty impeach'd, and honour loſt, 
May crimſon virtuous cheeks, but ſtill the thoughts 
Of pious penitence, contrition deep, 
Of former ſpotleſs conduct, may remain 
To cancel one frail moment. —Hapleſs Fair! 
Not thus attended did I c'er expect 
To ſee thee carried to thy laſt long home: 
Inſtead of this, I thought before thy corpſe, 
With fad ſolemnity, I ſhould have view'd 
Six maidens blooming, in their ſnowy veſts, * 
Their handkerchiefs not dry, with fragrant flow'rs, 
(Cull'd from the beauteous progeny of ſpring) 
Forming a pillow fair, for thee to reſt 
Thy fairer head upon. Inſtead of this! 
I thought to ſee thy-father following, 
Almoſt o'erwhelm'd with grief; and even now, 
Fancy conveys me to his lock'd-up room, 
Where he is mourning thy diſaſtrous lot-:— — 
Thy father weeps ; he cries, My loy'd Gaia / 


« Child 
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Child of my age, and once my greateſt joy, 
„ Why art thou fled ſo ſoon, ſo very ſoon ? 


« Why didſt thou long to quit thy parent dear, 
« And leave a pilgrim in this wild of woe ? | 
«© Would God I had died for thee, oh my child, | 
« Nor drank ſo deep the bitter dregs of life! | 
© Cenſorious tongues have kill'd thee : Curſes reſt, 
« An old man's curſes reſt upon his head, 
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Who robb'd thee of thy virtue. Barb'rous wretch 
% How could he look upon thy lovely face, 

* And deſtine thee to ruin? Villain! villain! ? 
«© Maſter of ev'ry art to charm the fair, 

He won my dear Caliſta : By promiſes, 

« By vows, by threats, and tears he gain'd 

« A fatal, fatal conqueſt—OQh, Caliſta 

« But I forgive thee; God has alſo pardon'd; 

«© Thy latter moments told me he has pardon'd ; 

* And thou art gone where ſorrow cannot reach thee, 
« Where ſhame can ne'er o'ertake thee :=—= 

„ Then tell thy mother, ſoon I will be with her; 

« Tell her, that ſince the hour ſhe left my fide, 

« By bed has been uneaſy : reſt and peace 

Have fled my boſom long. Tell her, my child, 
That grief for thee has brought me on a ſtage 

In my long journey. Oh that God 

* Would free me from my pain, and leave the gay 

“ This life, their wiſh'd-for portion; and would ſpare, 
Though my blood chills, and my hairs ſtand erected 
* At mention of his name; would ſpare Lorenzo / 
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«« My curſes I recal : Oh ſpare him yet 

* To penitence, 'till he has made his peace, 

% And found a pardon thro' the Cro/s of Chriſt.” 
Coldneſs confeſt, with melancholy mixt, 

Fill the ſpectators eyes, as round the grave 
Promiſcuouſly they ſtand. The ſervice o'er, 

Some mourn her early doom, whilſt ſome condemn 

In terms ſevere her moſt unhappy fall. 

Malice portends her ſting : “yes, ſhe was fair, 

« Was handſome, elegant, the darling toaſt, 

« Who danc'd, who ſang, who conquer'd ev'ry heart. 
© What is ſhe now, and what name left behind her?“ 
Ungen'rous railer, I will let thee know : 

She's now a faint in heav'n : with Magdalen 


She ſings the ſongs of Zion the name ſhe left is this— 
A PENITENT, , 


Ceaſe then with calumny's envenom'd tongue 
To blaſt her reputation, ' She had virtues; 
Why art thou blind to them; and with an eye, 
Keen as a haw#'s when darting on his prey, 
Would view her ev'ry failing? Oh forbear; 
Rival her goodneſs, and her errors ſhun, 
Crowds quit the church-yard, and I fear forget 
The ſolemn ſpectacle they now have ſeen. 

But let me ſtay, and moralize a while; 
Continue my acquaintance with the-tombs, 
And, viewing characters of various dyes, 

Learn to reform my own; before my knell 
Shall tell the village Juvenis is dead. 
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Call all the Migſes, all th' harmonious Nine, 
And ſound his praiſes high, and ſing his worth, 
And tell poſterity how much they loſt 
When Senex left this life. No—l retract, 

No Muſe will I invoke, Apollo, hence—— 
Call his pariſbioners, his people dear, 
Who fed in Jeſus' paſture ; call me them, 
And let them tell me, tell me from their hearts, 
How much to him they owe. Oft has the cock, 
That harbinger of morn, with crowings early 
Found him fome hours awake; ftudious to ſpend 
His ev'ry pow'r in pleading Jeſus' cauſe, 
In reſcuing ſouls from hell ; the mildeſt tongue, 
To the poor penitent that ever talk'd ; 
Or if he prob'd, his probings ſtill were gentle; 
Neceſſity alone made him ſevere.— 
In him the moſt illit'rate found a friend: 
What could he do to ſerve them? Lo, 'tis done! 
The good he comforted, the ſtray reprov'd, 
Brought back the erring wand'rer to the flock, 
And pray'd and panted for them ; for his heart 
Could know no reſt whilſt others were in danger. 
Well I remember, can I eer forget, 
When to this humid earth I ſaw his corpſe 
Moſt folemnly convey'd ; what numbers flock'd, 
Deſirous much to pay their laſt reſpects 
To their departed paſtor ? How they mourn'd! 
Oft did they weep—and ſtill they wept again; 
Not a dry eye was ſeen——but when the words 
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« Duſt unto duſt” were read—a gen' ral burſt, 

A lamentation wild was inſtant heard, 

All crouded on, all preſs'd to ſee the coffin, 

To take their laſt look—ſee the hallow'd duſt 
Sepulchred low in earth—and when the rites 

Were abſolutely ended, mute in woe 

They gaz'd upon each other not a tongue 

Was heard to ſpeak—they ſigh'd their honeſt cheeks 
Amply bedew'd with trickling grief ſincere ; 

For ſorrows ſuch as theirs ſcorn'd other utt'rance! 


Triumphant exit! Alexander bow : 
Illuſtrious Julius how thy eagles droop! 
Tho' armies mourn'd ye dead, or living fear'd you, 
Yet never, never did ye triumph know 
Equivalent to this! Above your heads 
The humble Chriſtian ſoars! Although no ſigns, 


No blazing ſtar appears, nar earthquakes ſhake 


With dire convulſions this terreſtrial globe, 
Yeta King died, a greater far than ye, 
A glorious King, a Conqu'ror of himſelf. 


Ere long the hour muſt come, when this corruptible 
Shall put on incorruption; loſe its cares, 
And loſe the many pains that now convulſe it. 
Thanks to its Maker, everlaſting thanks, 
Death's dart is much leſs dreadful—on the brink 
Of vaſt eternity, my trembling foul 
Has ſhudder'd with diſmay ; but wond'rous grace, 
Mercy unſpeakable, hath kept alive, 
Till love redeeming reſcu'd, Not to me, 


But 


FE. 


But to thy name, thou Ranſomer of Men, 

Be all the glory giv'n : ſongs of praiſe, 

Set to an heav'nly lyre, I hope ere long 

To ling before thy preſence; and with Saints, 
Angels, Archangels, Thrones, Dominions, Pow'rs, 
Join the cœleſtial concert; crowns of gold, 

With garments white as ſnow, a radiant dreſs, 
Adorn the holy hoſt, the Sons of God | 
Denomination great, the Sons of God! 

Oh glorious title, happineſs ſupreme ! 

What happineſs to ſee a Father thron'd 

In dazzling ſplendour bright! to know his throne 
For ever and for ever ſhall remain, | 


In luſtre riſing, as long ages roll! 

There ſhall I meet thoſe Parents, who on earth 
Rear'd me with tender care ; who taught me truth, 
Taught me my duty to the great Supreme, 

By precept and by practice: Pious pair! 

Yes, they ſhall ſhine, and there ſhall I behold them, 
Bright as the ſplendid ſtars that deck the cope | 
Of heav'n's high firmament ; there will I hail 

A long-loſt Brother, and my Siſters greet ; 

Lift to their lays, and try to fuit my harp 

To bear a part with them, and ftrike the chords 

To the ſame meaſures, in our Saviour's praiſe. 

My Edward and my Henry ſhall be there ; 

Immortal then ſhall friendſhip's flowrets bloom, 

No cruel blight ſhall nip them in the bud, 

But foſter'd by the warm celeſtial rays, 
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And water'd by the living ſtreams that flow 
From Zion's ſacred ſpring, ſhall droop no more, 


There ſhall I ſee the good of ey'ry age 
Form an illuſtrious band; Abrabam there, 
That father of the faithful, ſhall ſalute 
Thoſe who believ'd the promiſes afar, — 
David's ſweet voice ſhall echo thro' the vault 
Of higheſt heav'n; quite ſublim'd, attun'd 
To melody divine; with choral Gods 
He ſings his anthems now. There Mz/es' face 
Shall brighter ſhine, than when on Sing's mount 
He convers'd with JeHovan. There ſhall Paul, 
That great Apoſtle of the Gentile world, 
Blaze like the ſun in glory. The Fathers fam'd, 
Who fill'd the Eaſtern Church with Goſpel light, 
Will glow with luſtre there. Methinks I view 
Luther and Calvin greeting one another: 
There Cranmer walks majeſtic—by his fide 
See Ridley, Latimer, and Hooper tread. 
Oh what a concourſe there of Britiſh Saints, 
Of Martyrs and Reformers But I fail: 
Too arduous is the taſk for finite man 
To name th' inhabitants of that bright world. 


How great the CHriſtian s bliſs no tongue can tell. 
Could mortals have conceiv'd it, YouNG had known; 
But he, high-tow'ring on his eagle wing, 

The ſhadows only ſaw, and'not the ſubſtance, 
Dare I then make an effort to explore. it 
What human fight has ſeen not; what no brain, 
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With ſolid ſenſe and fancy's pow'rs replete, 
Could ever comprehend : how vain th' attempt! 
My ſoul recoils; and loſt in ſacred joy, 

Silent adores the Majeſty Moſt High. 


Slow thro' the ſadden'd ſky the pale moon riſes ; ; 
The north wind calls for all his bluſt ring band; 
Load roars the ſtorm: Confuſion rears her head, 
And pleas'd beholds old Anarchy again, 
Reſuming of his ſceptre. Batt'ring hail 

Has drove me neath this rev'rend antique porch, 
To ſcreen me from its fury: paſſing clouds 
Obſcure the creſcent's light. Methought I heard 
Some human tread—and lo! a ſorrowing ſoul 
Gives vent to anguiſh heart-felt. Hark! he groans; 
He heeds me not: I'll liſten to his *plaint— 

He groans again |—it is, it is Lorenzo! 

E'en by this darkneſs viſible I know him. 

That ſigh demonſtrated a burſting heart— | 4s 
But hiſt! he ſpeaks,—* Earth open and receive me 
« This mould fo lightly thrown o'er my Cali ita, 

e Shall ſeparate us not my phrenzy ſtop 

«© Oh heav'n have mercy on me! mercy! mercy! 
© Let me not go diſtracted! I have finn'd, 

* And thy dread thunderbolts have fell upon me! 
& Had I reach'd England ere Caliſta died; 

« Could marriage have aton'd for virtue wrong d, 
“For ſpotleſs faith, for i innocence betray' d, 

« For her loſt peace of mind, her father 8 pain, 
* To thee, my Maker, do I now appeal, % 
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Twas my firm purpoſe! How my hopes are blaſted } 
And is it thus I meet thee, my Cali/ta ! 
As Thad ſinn'd, well might thou think me falſe : 
But Oh I lov'd, almoſt ador'd Cale! 

Now, now my ſighs, my tears are all in vain 

«© I hear too, that thy father's heavieſt curſe 

«< Hangs o'er this fated head—let him withdraw it; 

«© More curs'd I cannot be. Shall I ſurvive thee ! 

% My dear Caliſta ! I will call thee mine: 

* Look down, bright Saint! from the ætherial height, 
Grant me remiſſion; Oh my Saint forgive me : 

«© By all the pangs I feel, and all I fear, 
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Hear, hear and pity me! On thy cold grave, 


< 


Beneath the drenching rain, and piercing hail, 


c 


The cold damp dews of death, and horrors dire, 


I deeply mourn th' offence :—pray to thy God, 
< That 
« Hear me, O Saviour gracious, and beſtow 


I rave, I rave! alas, what canſt thou do! 


« Acalmer temper, and a mind compos'd; 
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Allow me ſome few moments to repent, 
« To make my peace with thee, before I ſtand 
« At thy tribunal awful! By thy Croſs, 
« Thy dying agonies, O fave me, fave!” 

No more he utters, but with frantic ſtep 
Retreating haſty, leaves to me again 
This ſacred ſolitude; but ceaſeleſs blaſts 
Still hideous ruſhing round the Gothic walls, 
Warn me to ſtudy health :—a boiſtrous night 
Ill ſuits with nerves relax'd-—and tho' no ghoſts, 
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No 


13 
No griſly ſpectres ſtalk before my ſight, 


Accuſtom'd as I am to midnight ſcenes, 

This night has pow'r to ſcare me. I will go 
Home to the houſe my Maker has allotted ; 
Where, ev'ning duties paid, I'll cloſe my eyes, 
Placing my head, and everlaſting hope, 

On that foundation, on that baſis firm, 
Religion only gives: To thee, my God! 
With deep abaſement, tranquil I ſabmit 

The guardian care of Body and of Soul ! 
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